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Marsh island... a patch of land off the coast of Louisiana, infested with swamps, quagmires and 

MALARIA-CARRYING MOSQUITOS, WHERE THE ONLY CHANGE FOR THE FEW INHABITANTS FROM THE BLAZING, SWELTERING, 
HEAT OF DAY IS THE MOIST, STICKY, UNCOMFORTABLE HEAT OF NIGHT, AND WHERE BIZARRE AND MYSTERIOUS SETTINGS 
MIGHT VERY WELL FORM A PERFECT BACKDROP FOR. . . 


CONFOUND ITf I ) 
CAN’T TURN IN A S 
REPORT THAT SAYS 
THATf JUST SAY < 
"CAUSE, OF DEATH... 
UNKNOWN.'" . 


BUT I KNOW 
x HOW SHE DIED' 
) LOOK, CHIEF... 
/ LET'S START 
. ) ALL OVER- 


EARLY THIS MORNING, THE BODY OF 
LAURA BATES WAS FOUND IN THE 
BAYOU, SEVERAL MILES FROM THE 
HOUSE WHERE SHE LIVED AMD 
WORKED AS A MAID' RIGHT? 


—BECAUSE I’M THE ONLY DOCTOR HERE, I HAVE TO ACT 
AS CORONER— SO WHEN THEY BRING ME LAURA BATES’ 
CORPSE, I EXAMINE IT TO FIND THE CAUSE OFOEATH? 
SO WHAT DO I E/ND? TWO UTTLE HOLES /N 
HEN NECK THNOU6H WHICH EVENT DROP OF / 
BLOOD IN HEN BOOT HAS BEEN DNA/NED's' 
N!SHT?f — t- -""‘S 


—BUT IF YOU SAY THAT LAURA BATES WAS KILLED BY A 
VAMP/NE, YOU’RE GONNA HAVE A HEAP O’ PEOPLE IN, 

THIS HERE TOWN LAUGHIN' AT YOU... 

AND DON’T YOU FONGET THAT' I KNOW,\ 

ft—. 1 KNOW ! Lm4 


Young dr. jim reed signed the death certificate, 
AND IN THE FOLLOWING DAYS, POLICE CHIEF HUGHES' 
WARNING BECAME A REALITY... r r- ■ w 


BUT I STILL SAY SHE Y ALL NIGHT f IT’S TOO 
'AS KILLED BY A s* BLASTED HOT TO ARGUE.' 
VAMPIRE... NlBBir -.BUT I THINK YOU’RE NUTS.' 


i A ' LOOK' > 
THERE GOES 
"BAT” MAN' . 








Two WEEKS LATER, IN DR. REED'S OFFICE. 


DON'T SAY I OIDN'T WARN YOU' 

I TOLD YOU PEOPLE 'ROUND HERE ) 
DON'T GO FOR THAT " VAMPIRE " < 
BUNK' SOMEBODY JUST MURDERED 
HER BY DRAINING HER BLOOD 
WITH A HYPO NEEDLE ... ROUTINE / 
POLICE CASE ' 


BATS iH 

\ p m BOFKf! 

/d/^l IUI„ 




I OH, NOTHING... EXCEPT THAT LAURA 


“GOODBYE, MR. 
WINSLOW?" ■ 


BATES WORKED FOR HIM AS A MAID.. 
I BEFORE SHE WAS KILLED ' 


HELLO... YES, THIS IS 
OR. REED' WHAT?... 
YES, OF COURSE... I'LL 
BE THERE AS SOON AS 
POSSIBLE... GOODBYE, 
H MR. WINSLOW,. J 


Jonathan winslow lived deep in the tangled seclu- 
sion OF THE MURKY SWAMP. HE SELDOM CAME TO TOWN 
AND MOST PEOPLE HAD NEVER SEEN HIM OR HIS DAUGHTER 
AT ALL. THE MOON WAS HIGH IN THE HEAVENS WHEN DR. 
REED FINALLY EMERGED FROM THE TREACHEROUS PATHS 
OF THE BAYOU AND RAPPED ON THE AGED WOODEN DOOR.. 


IT'S NELDA, MY DAUGHTER... ~ 
SHE'S NOT BEEN WELL LATELY' 
SHE FEELS WEAK AND LISTLESS- 
I WANTED YOU TO HAVE A LOOK, 


CERTAINLY, MR. 
WINSLOW... JUST 
. LEAD THE WAY' 


GOOD EVENING, DR. REED, 
COME IN, PLEASE. 


THANK YOU, MR. 
WINSLOW' WHAT’S 
.THE TROUBLE?. 





Dr. reed made a complete 

EXAMINATION AND WHEN HE HAD 
FINISHED... , m 


THIS IS HER ROOM, 
DOCTOR... I'LL WAIT 
OUTSIDE... ^ 


i've never seen anyone so 
LOVELY' I ...WHAT THE?... HER 
NECK ? THERE ARE TWO SMALL 
HOLES IN HEN NECK.' rr r ' 


* SHE'S 
BEAUTIFUL! 


JUST AS I THOUGHT.' SHE'S 
PERFECTLY WELL... EXCEPT THAT 
SHE'S LOST A LOT OF BLOOD... 

I SUSPECT SHE'S SLOWLY BEING 
ROBBED OF IT BY A VAMPIRE f 


YOU WERE IN THERE \ ER ... YOUR DAUGHTER ISN'T AS 
QUITE SOME TIME, DR. ,/ WELL AS SHE SHOULD BE?I_. 
REED... ANYTHING < I SUGGEST YOU SIT UP WITH HER 
SERIOUSLY WRONG’/ TONIGHT... I DON'T WANT ANY - > 

-v . -''j THING TO DISTURB HER' I'LL IT 

\\ DROP BY AGAIN TOMORROW. A 


NOT ALWAYS HERE! 
??? OH, ER...SURE? 
TOMORROW NIGHT, , 
THEN... GOODBYE 
MR. WINSLOW... A 


ER... TOMORROW? NOT DURING 
THE DAY, I TRUST... PLEASE... 
COME IN THE EVENING' I'M 
NOT... ALWAYS HERE DURING 
V THE DAY' n - ., ,, „ 


MR WINSLOW? OH, I'VE 
SEEN HIM ONCE OR TWICE.. 
COMES IN TO BUY FOOD AN 
STUFF !.. FUNNY GUY... 
ALWAYS COMES AT NIGHT. 


TUXEDO? YUP? ALWAYS ^ 
DRESSED FIT TO KILL? DON'T 
THINK HE OWNS ANOTHER 
L SUIT? i .. rpf X 


DEEPLY AND 
ASKED MANY 
QUESTIONS... 


WORK? DUNNO... NEVER \ 
SEEN HIM ATAL' DURIN' ) 
THE DAY... 

^ \ / 


ff HE MUST HAVE 
NOTICED THE TWO 
(l HOLES IN HER 
Y NECK? STILL... : 



The young doctor searched, but 

OLD MR. WINSLOW WAS NOT TO BE 
FOUND. IT HASN'T TILL MUCH LATER 
THAT HE THOUGHT OF... 


MR. WINSLOW f WHERE ARE 
YOU?... STRANGE... HE'S NOT 
HERE f PERHAPS DOWNSTAIRS. 


Dr. reed went to the old house 

AGAIN THE NEXT NIGHT AND WAS LED 
TO NELDA'S ROOM BY MR. WINSLOW . 
THE YOUNG DOCTOR MADE ANOTHER 
EXAMINATION... 


THE CELLAR... I HAVEN'T LOOKED 
DOWN HERE ' MAYBE SOMETHING 
HAPPENED TO... SAY, WHAT’S jjA 
THAT OVER THERE ?... 


ORE AT SCOTT ' she's WORSE i \ 
SHE SHOULD BE STRONGER TONIGHT.', 
UNLESS THE VAMPIRE AGAIN... NO. . . < 
MR. WINSLOW WAS SUPPOSED TO STAY 
WITH HER ALL NIGHT.' BUT YET... V 


A-A COFFIN' WITH DIRT IN IT.' 

WHAT A FOOL I'VE BEEN' IT'S ALL CLEAR NOW! 
MR. WINSLOW IS THE VAMPIRE.' 


MR. WINSLOW WANTED ME OUT HERE TO KEEP AN EYE ON 
ME f BECAUSE I'M THE ONLY PERSON ON MARSH ISLAND 
WHO KNOWS HIS MAID WAS KILLED BY A VAMP! RET > 
. . . AND NOW MY LIFE IS IN DANGER f n i r— —*** 

...AND NELDA...WHAT ABOUT NELDA? 


THERE.' I'VE LOCKED HER INHER 
ROOM f BEST I CAN DO NOW f I'LL 
HURRY TO TOWN ... COME BACK ^ 
TOMORROW... 


WHA... ? OH... IT'S) JUST CAME BACK 
IT'S YOU, MR . . \ FROM A WALK, 
WINSLOW' I... I...) DR. REED. . . 
DIDN'T HEAR YOU/ HOW IS NELDA? 
COME IN... 


OF COURSE, 
► OOCTORT 
GOOD NIGHT. 


OH, ER... SHE'S... 
FEELING BETTER 
BUT I DON'T WANT 
HER DISTURBED... 
JUST... JUST LET 
HER REST... ^ 



LORD, I HOPE I'M DOING RIGHT? \ 
WINSLOW EXPECTS ME TOMORROW \ 
NIGHT, BUT I WANT TO BE THERE \ 
DURING THE DAY/VAMPIRES ONLY 
PROWL AT NIGHT? DURING THE DAY 
THEY SLEEP IN THEIR COFFINS?*/**' 
THESE MOSQUITOS'... I'LL BRING A 
CROSS... AND A WOODEN STAKE TO / 
DRIVE THROUGH HIS HEART...THE ^ 
ONLY WAY TO KILL...A VANP/RE/ J 


The FOLLOWING DAY WAS A HECTIC ONE...ANO DR. REED'S attemp 
GET TO THE HOUSE BEFORE SUNDOWN SEEMED DOOMED TO FAILURE. 


OKAY' OKAY/ SO IT'S ANOTHER BLOODLESS CORPSE WITH 
TWO HOLES IN ITS NECK? BUT IF YOU START RAVING ABOUT 
VAMP/RES AGAIN, I'LL LOCK YOU UP? NOW GET BUSY? 

I WANT A COMPLETE AUTOPSY REPORT BEFORE YOU 
1 LEAVE? ^ 


) BUT 
CHIEF... 
IT'S SO 
LATE— 


Hours 

LATER... 


I THOUGHT I'D NEVER 
GET HERE ? IVNA... /THE 
DOOR'S OPEN f 


NELDA? IF HE'S HARMED 
» HER, I'LL... 


I'M TOO 

LATE ? HE'S GONE/ 


NELDA/ you... 
YOU'RE SITTING i 
UP? YOU'RE... 
YOU'RE FEELING 
BETTER??*? 


' I FEEL FINE 
TONIGHT, OOCTOR? 
i BUT WHY ARE y 

you so m 
til EXCITED? M 


NELDA, LISTEN TO ME? YOUR FATHER IS THE CAUSE OF YOUR ILLNESS? 
LITTLE BY LITTLE, HE'S BEEN DRAINING YOU OF YOUR BLOOD TO FEED 
HIMSELF? THAT'S WHY YOU KEPT GETTING WEAKER? YOU FEEL STRONGER 

TONIGHT BECAUSE LAST NIGHT HE CAUGHT , — 

SOMEONE ELSE? PLEASE? BELIEVE ME? IT J -- 

SOUNDS HORRIBLE, BUT IT'S TRUE? S 
YOUR FATHER IS A VAN P IRE/ 



IF I TOLD HER I WAS GOING TO KILL 
HER FATHER, SHE'D NEVER... , ^ 
WHAT'S THAT.'? SOUNDS J/ 
LIKE... WINGS FLAPPING... MV 


MY..MY FATHER? THERE ISN'T ’X 

1.. . 1 DON'T... TIME TO ARGUE ! ) 

BELIEVE IT... y ( JUST DO AS I SAY' < 

1.. . I... . ■'/' AFTER I LEAVE, LOCK 

S l YOUR DOOR... AND DON'T 

\\ V Open it to anyone . 

BUT ME' S 


GREAT SCOTT f 

IT'S THE VAMPIRE ( 

HE'S AFTER ME' / 7# 
THE CROSS'- i 

WHERE'S MY 


IT'S WINSLOW / HE'S LOOKING FOR 


OH, LORO... I'M SHAKING LIKE A LEAF! 


WAIT' I HEAR SOMEONE COMING.. 


HE COULDN'T KILL ME WHEN HE 
SO HE CHANGED TO HIS 


WAS A BAT 

MORTAL SELF-COMING THIS WAY f 


HE'S COMING CLOSER' JUST A FEW 


MORE STEPS AND I'LL SHOVE THIS 
WOODEN STAKE RIGHT THROUGH HIS. 




I'VE GOT TOO, YOU F/ENDf 
I VE GOT YOU.' ^ 

os! pie! §0i Z 


I'M EXHAUSTED? WHAT >> COME.., 
A HORRIBLE EXPERIENCED LIE ON 

m mwemr -rmtmY&ZSr THE 

M couch r you 

REST! 


DR. REED?) NELDA...IT‘S DONE? ^ 
ARE YOU S.YOU...YOU-RE SAFE NOW... 
ALL RIGHT?) EVERYONE'S SAFE? I 

y.rYf DID IT, NELDA...I...I \ 

KILLED THE VAMPIRE? 
j\\ KILLED YOUR FATHER..// 


NELDA, I...I HAD TO \ 
KILL HIM? HE ATTACKED 
ME? FIRST AS A VAMPIRE 
BAT... THEN IN HIS -< 
MORTAL GUISE? YOU... 
BELIEVE ME, DON'T YOU? 


YES, I BELIEVE 
YOU? BUT... 
MY FATHER WAS 
> NOT A ^ 
( VAMPIRE? ) 


HE ATTACKED YOU TONIGHT BECAUSE > 
YOUR CROSS PREVENTED THE VAMPIRE 
BAT FROM KILLING YOU... HE 
WANTED TO PROTECT MET 


WHA...WHAT’ 
1 WHAT ARE 
> YOU £ 
SAYING? ] 


I WASN’T WEAK BECAUSE I HAD LOST 
BLOOO? X WAS WEAK BECAUSE I > 
HADN'T HAD ANY IN A LONG TIME? Vj 
TONIGHT I AM STRONG. NOT BECAUSE f, 
MY FATHER CAUGHT SOMEONE ELSE /! 
LAST NIGHT... BUT BECAUSE / OlD? J | 


YES, DR. REED? I AM THE VAMPIRE? 

THE COFFIN IN THE CELLAR IS MINE.' 
I FEASTED LAST NIGHT... AND TONIGHT 
I SHALL FEAST AGAIN...ON YOU.' V 



In THE JUNGLES OF THAT STILL DARK CONTINENT, AFRICA, THERE DWELL MORE TERRORS 
THAN CREEPING ANIMALS AND STEALTHY SNAKES? BUT THESE MEN OF VIOLENCE AND 
GREED WOULD NOT HEED THE SIGNALS OF... 


a STUDY m 
TERRORI 


GOOD AFTERNOON, 
SIR! IS THERE SOME- 
THING I MAY SHOW 
YOU? 



II 

m 






f AS A MATTER OF FACT, ' 
X NOTICED IN YOUR WINDOW.. 


AH, YES, I HAVE MANY UNIQU! 
ITEMS, IF X MAY SAY / 

SO, SIR' . 1 


/WELL, I AM INTERESTED IN | 
THATHEAD...THE SHRUNKEN 
HEAD i X HAVEN'T SEEN MANY 
LIKE THAT f J 


WON'T YOU GIVE ME 
SOME IDEA OF WHAT 
YOU WANT ? 


HOWEVER , IF IT'S NOT TOO UNREASON- 
ABLE, THERE ARE SEVERAL OTHER 
COLLECTORS I KNOW WHO MAY J 
WELL BE INTERESTED IN YOUR rl\ 
f- COLLECTION f Jlk 


X I WOULD 
BE VERY 
HAPPY TO 
OBLIGE 
YOU, SIR!' 


NOW LET'S NOT HAGGLE, ^ 
MY GOOD MAN ' X AM QUITE 
V WILLING TO PAY WHAT- 
) EVER YOU ASK f 


MATTER OF TRUTH, SIR, I'M ABOUT 
THE ONLY CURIO DEALER IN THE , 
COUNTRY WHO HAS ONE 'THEY'RE 
VERY RARE, SO OF COURSE, 

THE PRICE... X 


n/S a bit of a Story ' to tell you, 

HOWEVER, I MUST TAKE YOU TO 
THAT WORLD FRAUGHT WITH J 

0 ANGERS MORE HORRIBLE THAN ^ 
THE SANE WOULD WANT TO 
^ BELIEVE f 


[IT'S A GENUINE'S 
SAMPLE OF THE 
I NATIVE ARTfy 


IF I COULD HEAR 
THE STORY.IT 
WOULD BE SO > 
MUCH MORE... 1 
FASCINATING' J 


.1 SAY.HOW ON EARTH 
) DID YOU EVER COME 
/ BY SUCH AN AMAZ- 
f ING ITEM ? __m 


THE SEARCH FOR 1 
THIS LED ME TO 
THE DEPTHS / 
OF AFRICA' N 




COME WITH ME ON THAT SAFARI TO THE SEETHING, 
FETID AFRICAN JUNGLE WHICH FEW WHITE MEN 
HAVE DARED ENTER ' BUT LET ME TELL YOU THE 
WHOLE STORY 1 IT BEGAN RIGHT HERE IN THIS 

, VERY ROOM r ^ r JTJ 


YOU HAVE BEEN MY ASSISTANT FOR A YEAR 
NOW, LESTER, BUTTHERE IS STILL MUCH 
YOU MUST LEARN f YOU HAVE YET TO 
FACE THE REAL HAZARDS OF THE 

BUSINESS f ^ 


/'AS YOU KNOW, IN A FEW DAYS, ' 
I'LL BE LEAVING ON MY ANNUAL 
TRIP TO THE INTERIOR? I HAVE < 
, DECIDED THAT YOU ARE TO 

GO WITH ME f y 


OH, THANK YOU. 
THANK YOU.SIR 


HEH, HEH... YOU THANK ME 
BUT WAIT UNTIL YOU SEE 
WHAT YOU MUST FACE f BE 
( WARNED f 


WHERE? TO AFRICA, MY BOYf TO 
PLACES CIVILIZATION HAS IGNORED? 
TO THE JUNGLES WHERE DWELL . 

THE GUMBILI TRIBE f i 

^ r , YOU MEAN... 

M / YOU WANT THE G... GUM- 
\ ( BILI HEADS ? BUT, SIR... 

y~\\ THEY'LL NEVER GIVE 

'v THEM TO YOU f y 


I DON'T CARE HOW I GEtYyES, SIR f 
THEM 'ALL MY LIFE I'VE WE'LL 
WANTED ASAMPLE... / MAKE A • 
JUST ONE... OF THOSE (FORTUNE 
PRICELESS SHRUNKEN} IF WE 

HEADS' f 8RING BACK 
EVEN ONE f 


THE MEMORY OF THAT STRUGGLE 
THROUGH JUNGLES AND SWAMPS, 
FIGHTING THE TERRORS OF THE 
EVER-PRESENT ENEMIES... 




BUT CAN'T WE REST FOR JUST AWHILE , SIR? 


’'THERE WILL BE NO REST 
FOR US, YET ' COME, 
STUPID OAFS ..FASTER' 


BE ABLE TO BAR6AW WITH 
THOSE 'GUMBILIS... WE'LL LOSE OUR 
^ OWN HEADS FIRST? —9 


THE SUN, AND THOSE INFERNAL DRUMS. 
WE’LL GO MAD BEFORE WE GET THERE ' 


^AHA' I AM BETTER PREPARED 
THAN THE STUPID FOOLS WHO_^ 
^ HAVE TRIED BEFORE' 


I UNDERSTAND NO ONE HAS EVER 
BEEN ABLE TO BARGAIN WITH GUMBILIS, 
SIR' HOW DO YOU PLAN TO * T 


HERE WE ARE? A Yf 
NIGHT'S REST AND if. 
WE'LL BE ABLE TO 
REACH GUM8ILI TER- 
RITORY BY TOMORROW 
NIGHT ' A 


YOU WILL SEE HOW WE SHALL BE RECEIVED, FOR 
OUR CHIEF BEARER IS A FRIENDLY MEMBER 
OF THE GUMBILIS' HE WILL ESCORT AND -/< 
INTRODUCE US' J 


'l SHOULD NEVER HAVE 
THOUGHT OF THAT' 


I THINK OF EVERYTHING' BUT NOW 
WE MUST REST, FOR TOMORROW OUR 
AND QUR 


."..THE NEXT DAY WE BEGAN THE TREK THROUGH 
THE DENSE JUNGLE...JUST THE TWO OF US AND OUR 
GUMBILI FRIEND ' CHILLS POSSESSED ME FOR I KNEW 
THAT THERE WERE MORE THAN ANIMAL EYES PEER- 
ING AT US FROM BEHIND THE BUSHES..." a 


WITS MUST BE SHARP, 
^ BRAINS AGILE 



'We were presented to a council of leaders, then 


SHOWN TO OUR QUARTERS 


AN UNEASY FEELING THATT NO • WE'RE TO SEE THE 


IEFTAIN IN A WHILE 'THAT'S! 
IE MAN WE'LL DO BUSINESS 
WITH f -J 


THEY'RE VERY SUSPICIOUSf DO 
YOU THINK THEY KNOW WHAT | 
[ WE'RE AFTER 1 A 


"We entered the council hall and facedI 

THE CHIEFTIAN ' BARGAINING WOULD BE » 
DIFFICULT, BUT WE WERE DETERMINED TO .sgH 


SUCCEED. 


HE'S ANGRY ' 
WHAT CAN WE 
DO? > 


HE SEEMS TO UNDER- 
STAND BUT HE J 
DOESN'T WANT \ 
THESE THINGS' A. 


'LOOK' OUR 
FRIEND IS 
TRYING TO 
CONVINCE HI 


NOW HE KNOWS' 
WHAT WE 
‘ WANT ' M 






DEATH SHROUD! 


"He smothered to death,” frowned, the puzzled 
coroner, speaking to the police inspector. "But 1 
don't see how! He was just lying there on his hack. 
It was as if someone pressed something on 
his face but that's silly!" 


i lick.' Click ! Click! 

The knitting needles flew faster. I turned and 
scowled at my wife Nelly's calm face where she sat 
slumped over in her chair, knitting. I had married 
Nelly while I was still in college. She had been a 
waitress, then. Now all she thought about was her 
knitting and her eternal cups of tea! It was enough 
to drive a man to kill! 

"For Pete’s sake!" I called out. "Stop knocking 
those needles. Stop that perpetual click-click-click- 
ing! It’s getting so I hear 'em in my sleep' " 

But Nelly went on knitting, rocking slowly, an- 
noyingly, and. the clicking of the needles grew 
louder and louder— 

I'm not sure just; when the thought of killing her 
did occur to me. It was probably one of the times 
when I watched those needles moving and clicking. 
I soon found myself devising ways and means. Her 
tea! Of course! A little poison in what remained 
of the tea leaves in her tea-box before she bought 
a new box— a business trip to Boston for my alibi— 
and I was in the clear! 

1 felt secure. 1 had some poison left over from my 
college days, and 1 dumped it in with the remaining 
tea leaves. Then I packed and left for Boston. Three 
days after I hit Boston, a telegram came. She was 


dead, alone in the house. The poison had been 
found in the cup; It looked like suicide, all right. 
After all, 1 had been in Boston— and there was no 
known reason for me to kill my wife! 

Oh, the police shadowed me for a few months. 
I did nothing to arouse their suspicions. Why 
should I? I had not killed Nelly because I loved an- 
other woman, or even for her money. I had killed 
her— because of her knitting needles. 

And then, five weeks after Nelly was laid to 

I sat up in bed. Cold sweat stood out on my fore- 
head, and, the palms of my hands. There in the 
room's darkness, there was . . . sound! 

Click! Click! Click! 

My heart almost stopped. It was the knitting 
needles! Clicking, scurrying from row to row, jar- 
ring against each other. I leaped from the bed and 
searched the room. 1 found nothing. Yet the click- 
ing of the needles went on and on . . , hurrying 
then slowing down 

Those needles stayed with me, day after day and 
night after night. I heard them in my office, in the 
train 1 cook at night, in the restaurants where 1 are. 

What were they knitting? 

One night, 1 learned the answer. As 1 slept, I 
dreamed that Nelly sat knitting. At last she finished 
and stood up, lifting a long white woolen sheet— a 
shroud! "Your riiroud, husband!" she whispered. 
She put it over my body, pulling it up until it cov- 
ered my face! 

I could not breathe! My lungs strained and la- 
bored, on fire! 1 sobbed, trying to fight that suffocat- 
ing white woolen shroud—and could not! 



jCAN A DEAD MAN KILL? CAN A CORPSE RISE FROM THE CUSHIONED QUIE' 
(OF HIS COFFIN TO STALK THE NIGHT, HANDS STRETCHING OUT TO SEEK A 
[VICTIM? CAN DEAD EYES BLAZE WITH HATE?.,. THE DEAD EYES OF... 


Nan PARKER LOVED HER HUSBAND... TOO MUCHf SHE 
WATCHED HIS EVERY MOVE, FEARFUL LEST HE HURT 
HIMSELF— 


'WEAR YOUR RUBBERS...THE 
RADIO SAID RAINY YOU'D < 
BETTER WALK' THEY'VE HAD 
SOME CASES OF DIPTHERIA, 
THE OTHER SIDE OF TOWN.' 
IF YOU RIDE IN A TROLLEY, 
.YOU MIGHT CATCH IT.' THEN 
>TTHIS NOON, EAT AT ...rtf 


FOR PETE'S 
SAKE... SHUT 
_ UPf. 


AN ADVENTURE 
IN HORROR 





When he reached his little insur- 


FrOM YEARS OF HABIT, ERNEST 


YOU TREAT ME AS IF I WERE A 
CHILD ? YOU NEVER LET ME MAKE 
A DECISION ON MY OWN ? l'M SICK 
.OF IT? SICK OF IT? Mnpg 


ANCE OFFICE, ERNEST PARKER WASH 
A REBELLIOUS FRAME OF MIND. HIS 
PRETTY SECRETARY, FAYE BOOTH, 
NOTICED IT AT ONCE ... I — 

'‘YOU LOOK ANGRY, MR. PARKER/\ — 
IT SORT OF SCARES ME i PLEASE 
DONT FROWN. SMI LE ... THAT'S IT 


PARKER SAT DOWN AND FINISHEO 
HIS MEAL. BUT INSIDE HIM, THE 
VOLCANO OF ANGER AND RESENT- 
MENT FLARED. — Wygl 
' DO THIS ? DO THAT? EAT BECAUSE 
YOU NEED YOUR STRENGTH ? DON'T 
RIDE IN A TROLLEY BECAUSE YOU ] 
MIGHT GET SICK ? ALWAYS 
CRABBING... ALWAYS 
HA RP/HG 


/YOU ARE A CHILD. ALL MEN 1 
f ARE CHILDREN? THEY DON'T KNOW 
WHAT'S GOOD FOR THEM ? NOW SIT 
DOWN AND EAT YOUR BREAKFAST I 
jfcj. BEFORE IT GETS GOLD? 


-/HUH, IF X SCARE 
'YOU, YOU'RE THE 
FIRST PERSON J 
,I'VE EVER rc-fk 
V. SCARED? Ltlm 


THAT'S BECAUSE YOU'RE SO NICE. 
NICE MEN NEVERGO'ROUND SCARING 
POOP LITTLE GIRLS 1,IKE ME f i— •" 
Ir’T' NICE, EH? YOU'RE KINDOF" 4 ^ 
]! ( CUTE YOURSELF, FAYE ? FUNNY 
| >1.. I NEVER GAVE YOU MUCH 

J THOUGHT, BEFORE ? SAY, HOW 
<7^AGOUT HAVING LUNCH WITH ME? 


Ernest parker and faye booth 

ATE IN A LITTLE FRENCH RESTAURANT 
OFF THE SQUARE. .. j - - ’T'T ^ 

’MY WIFE J D HAVE A F/T IFSHE SAWV 
ME EATING THIS FANCY FOOD. SHE 
COOKS "SENSIBLE FOOD" AS S HE 
» y. CALLS IT? 

■ rLlFE'S NOT WORTH LIVING IF ""V 
ftl YOl/RE GOING TO BE SENSIBLE 
rI ALL THE TIME „ da 


i've been thinking about what 

YOU SAID ■ FAYE. . . ABOUT BEING 
SENSIBLE ALL THE TIME, I MEAN? 


OH? WHAT ABOUT IT? WANT* 
TO BE SILLY? TO DO CRAZY 
THINGS? MKE WHAT FOR J 
|» INSTANCE? Wfi 


That NIGHT, ERNEST 1 
PARKER KEPT STARING I 
AT HIS WIFE. AND 
THINKING ABOUT FAYE L 
BOOTH'S SOFT RED LIPS. 


like ..TH/sr. 


I'LL HAVE TO GET OUT 
YOUR WARM CLOTHING? 
WINTER IS A LMOST ^ 
fcr • HERE?^ W** 


r p THAT'S ALL SHE THINKS ^ 
? / ABOUT? I MIGHT JUST AS \ 
Jl WELL HAVE MARRIED A A 
7 HEALTH CHART? SHE WOULD J 
NOT KISS ME LIKE FAYE DID? ^ 
SHE THINKS IT BREEDS GERMS. 
Lvkta TO ftR?! 




IlN THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED, ERNEST PARKER FOUND 
HIMSELF KISSING PRETTY FAYE BOOTH MANY TIMES. HE 
MADE EXCUSES AT HOME , AND WENT DANCING WITH HER 
[ SOON SHE WAS LIKE A FEVER IN HIS BLOOD. . . 


SHE'D NEVER GIVE ME A 


VOU MEAN... IF SHE WERE-.TO^ 
I DIE ? OH_. WE MUSTN'T EVEN 
/ THINK THINGS LIKE THIS, J 
ERNIE. JUST KISS ME, HONEY 1 
>r-r ..KISS ME.' 


DIVORCE. X KNOW IT f BUT.. 
THERE MUST BE AWAY... j 
SOME WAY f 


I CAN'T GET ENOUGH OF YOU, 
DARLING f 1 WANT TO BE 
> WITH YOU ALL THE TIME, 

NOT JUST... NOW AND THEN ? 


BUT WHAT ABOUT NAN? 
AFTER ALL, SHE IS 
>~r YOUR WIFE f r-r-rrxti 


IT MEANS WE CAN ^^YOU'RE " 
GO AWAY TOGETHER ,) FORGET - 
DARLING? WITH THAT r-^TING NAN, 
MONEY WE CAN GO J DEAREST? 
ANYWHERE WE ^ WHAT ABOUT 
f CHOOSE HER? 


LEAVE HER TO ME ? I‘LL THINK 

fc OF... SOMETHING 'frt 


PLANTED? AND THEN ONE MORNING, 
IN AN ENVELOPE POSTMARKED TEXAS, 
A LETTER LAY ON ERNEST PARKER'S 
-f— . 


AN UNCLE... FORGOT' 
ALL ABOUT HIM? HE 
DIED... LEFT ME HIS 
ENTIRE FORTUNE? A 
HUNDRED THOUSAND 
DOLLARS? FAYE.. ^ 
DON’T YOU SEE 


SURE 


Next morning, atearful nan parker phoned the 1 


FAMILY DOCTOR. 


v 1 YOU CAN'T COME ? IT SOUNDS AS^ 

IF... THE PLAGUE.. GOT HIM ? BUT... BUT WHAT WILL 
X DOiSOB: ? HE LIES THERE... SO QUIETLY. ,. : .SOBS 
IF HE DIES, I WON'T KNOW WHERE HIS MONEY IS, rM 
fcli x or ANYTHING 


I... I'M GOING 
TO CRAWL < 
f INTO BED.J 
L 'NIGHT ?/^ 


SICK ARE YOU? IT’S NO MORE THAN 
I EXPECTED, WITH ALL YOUR HOURS 
BUSINESS? 5SNIFFS I DON'T BELIEVE 
THAT.' PROBABLYOUT DRINKING vai 

trrrTL or worse 



For several minutes, ernest 

PARKER DICTATED TO HIS'SECRE- I 
TARY, WHOSE HEART WAS THUMPING 
IN TERROR WITH THE FEAR OF I 
CATCHING THE PLAGUE... YET HER 1 
| BRAIN WAS BEWILDERED.FOR EVERY 1 
ONCE IN A WHILE, ERNEST PARKER 
W INKED AT HER'J— R—— 


IT WAS LESS THAN AN HOUR 
LATER THAT FAYE BOOTH STEPPED 
INTO .THE SICK ROOM... 


I TOOK A Tt 
, WIFE SAID, 


GOOD GIRL' NOW... ~ 
SIT DOWN' GOING TO 
MAKE A LIST... OF 4 
THINGS FOR MY WIFE 
TO HAVE HER LAWYER 
DO... TO GET ALL... 
THAT'S COMING TO Ji 
HER' fSSl 


HE'S DYING... DYING f YET ^ 
HE SEEMS SO CHEERFUL.' J 
ALMOST AS IF... AS IF HE 4 
’ WERE PLAYING A JOKE!AND..7 
US? HE AND I? I CAN NEVER 
Uf MARRY A DEAD MAN ■' 


CALL... MISS BOOTH' 
TELL HER.. .BRING HER 
NOTEBOOK AND MY... 

PERSONAL FILE,.. ^ 
"Tgrr WITH HER...^^ 


A* SHE ROSE TO LEAVE, FAYE 
BOOTH SAW ERNEST SLIP AN 
ENVELOPE INTO HER NOTEBOOK. 


That night, ernest parker 

WENT COLD AND STIFF. TOWARD 
MIDNIGHT, THE UNDERT AKER 
STOPPED BY., jp— —— 


WELL. 00 
YOUR BEST I 


'I'LL SHOW YOU 
OUT, MISS BOOTH! 


READ IT f ” 
DO.N'T FAIL 

ME' READ IT! 

DO EXACTLY AS IT 
SAYS? EVEN IF I DIE, 
.00 AS I WRITE' 


'SORRY, MRS. PARKER.' CAN'T ^ 
DO ANY EMBALMIN' OR ANYTHING. 
THE PLAGUE, YOU KNOW.' MATTER 
OF FACT, WE GOT TO BURY 'EM>> 
IN A LONG TRENCH! THINGS 
ARE PLENTY BAD, ALL OVER.' A 


Even as her footsteps 

DIED AWAY IN THE NIGHT, A 
CHANGE CAME OVER THE 
THING IN THE OPEN CASKET.I 
A HAND STIRRED, LIFTED! 1 
THE LIPS TWITCHED! THE 
DEAD EYES OPENED TO 


STARE. 


I T WAS A CRUDE 

■ ~ .... -J THING.' ERNEST 

PARKER WAS DRESSED IN HIS BEST SUIT 
AND STRETCHED OUT IN THE COFFIN'THAT 
NIGHT, HE LAY ALONE, CANDLES BURNING, 
THE SCENT OF ROSES IN THE AIR... 


POWELL, MIGHT AS WELL 
, GET SOME SLEEP. NO ^ 
.SENSE SITTING HERE " 
’ WITH HIM THE WAY HE i 

XiyZt is now ' 



Slowly, the figure in the coffin 


Upstairs, 


On aimless feet, the body 
STAGGERED FOWARO, EYES OPEN 
/AND SIGHTLESS... np | i |m| W l il 


- , NAN PARKER PAUSED AS 

SHE PREPARED FOR BED... 


STIRRED AND SAT UP, MOVING ALMOST 
AS ONE IN A DREAM. PALE CANDLE- 
LIGHT PLAYED ON WHITE FACE AND 
PALLID HANDS... 


I THOUGHT I HEARD 
SOMETHING MOVING 
DOWN BELOW... BUT 
THERE’S NO ONE i 
HERE BUT MYSELF f I 
NERVES, I GUESS..J 


IT’S YOUR HUSBAND, NAN?' 
YOUR HUSBAND, ERNESTr 
I’VE COME UP FROM MV 
. COFFIN FOR YOU, NAN, COME 

L_. TO... K/LL you f 


THAT ? 


'TTo ONE WILL E'VER KNOW / DID' 
THIS, NAN' I'M DEAD, AND A 
DEAD MAN CAN'T ATZZ.CANHE' 
NOW' I SHALL BE SAFE... WITH 
I FAYE'S HELP f THEY’LL BURY 
[ ME, NAN... AS A DEAD MAN..', 
t. BUT I'M NOT DEAD | 


I’M AUVEf I USED DRUGS TO SIMULATE 
DEATH. THE DOCTOR THOUGHT I 
WAS DEAD OFTHE PLAGUE ... HARDLY 
EXAMINED ME f OH, I THOUGHT IT A 
ALL OUT... SO CAREFULLY' I'LL ” 

. GO BACK TO MY COFFIN . AND BE 
VlN THE SHALLOW TRENCH* BUT i 
FAYE WILL FREE ME ... _^| 





I'D BETTER GET SOME SLEEP. I... I ^ 
FEEL SO TIRED. DIZZY? HOT? BUT A 
GOOD NIGHT'S SLEEP WILL FIX ME UP?/ 
X DON'T DARE FAIL ERNIE. I GET THEJ 
j SHUDDERS, THINKING OF HIM IN 
THAT CASKET? 


THAT MOMENT. SOME MILES ACROSS TOWN. 


I'M'.GOING TO GO TO THE BURIAL GROUND 1 
TOMORROW AT DAWN OPEN ERNEST'S JL 
■ COFFIN? HE WILL BE ALIVE ? THEN 7|3l 
C WE CAN GO AWAY TOGETHER ' jl 


And so ernest parker* 
WAS LAID TO REST... J 
STILL ALIVE... IN THE I 
SHALLOW BURIAL D 
TRENCH NECESSITATED b 
BY THE PLAGUE. AS C 
HE LAY IN HIS COFFIN, ■ 
THE DRUG BEGAN TO ■ 
l WEAR OFF.. ML 


ALL THAT NIGHT, ERNEST PARKER LAY IN HIS COFFIN AT 
DAWN, THE COFFIN WAS CLOSED, EVEN WHILE POLICE AND 
DETECTIVES MOVED ABOUT, SEARCHING FOR CLUES AS TO 
THE MURDER OF HIS WIFE. 


MUST BE ? WHO ELSE' 
COULD HAVE DONE IT? 


Probably a burglar broke 

IN? THE WIFE SAW HIM... AND > 
fi WAS CHOKED TO DEATH ? ? 


HOPE FAYE HURRIES... CAN'T 
STAND MUCH MORE OF THIS S 
1 FOUL AIR... DRUG WORE OFF A 
TOO SOON . BUT SHE'LL BE " 
ALONG ...ANY MINUTE. I'VE m 
GOT TO BE CALM...CALM... 


l And IN THE GRAVEYARD, SHOVELS DIG 


Across town, faye booth strug- 


AND LIFT. THE SOFT PATTER OF EARTH . 
SLOWLY COVERS THE COFFINS OF THOSE] 
.AND THE f 


GLES AGAINST PATIENT HANDS THAT 
HOLD HER AS A DOCTOR PREPARES AN 
INJECTION. 


I WHO DIED IN THE PLAGUE 

COFFIN OF ONE WHO HAS NOT DIED . NOT 


[please... LET ME GO? 

GOT TO FIND ERNEST... OPEN HIS 
( COFFIN? PLEASE... LET ME GO ? j 


rSHE'S HYSTERICAL, DOCTOR^ 
OUT OF HER MIND, DUE TO THE 
PLAGUE? BE TTER QUIET H ER__j 

' NEEDLE ’ WIlTT NURSe!sHE' 

I S LEEP SOUNDLY... FOR 

l mnrTZw twenty hours r 
||kV'>P=? or more? s 


r ON MY COFFIN? THEY'RE BURYING ME; 
f BURYING ME? JM ALIVE? NO. NO.. 
NO? LET ME OUT...ILL SUFFOCATE ' 
IN HERE... IN A LITTLE WHILE... 
AAAAAGOOH? AAAAAA6HHH? 

- >J44AAAGGGHHHH? 



I stood on the firm ground at the very edge of the 
bog and lifted Jim's dead body. I held it high, then 
threw it . threw it out into those dark, hungry 
sands . . . 


.he car hummed smoothly through the night. My 
hands were steady on the wheel, even though I was 
going to kill the man seated beside me: I- had always 
prided myself on my steady nerves. I .could even 
laugh and joke as if nothing were going to happen 
. . . just as if I liked Jim Trenton, instead of hating 
him with a cold, blind.hatred. 


When I braked the car before the dark, deserted 
lodge, Jim got out and went around to the trunk 
to open it. 1 drew a deep breath, reached inside my 
coat and drew out my revolver. Carefully, I fitted 
the silencer to the barrel. Then I went around 
behind the car, as Jim stood with his head inside the 
trunk, dragging at a valise. 


"Jim, I'm surprised at you," I laughed. "What if 
you do love my wife? I'm no barbarian. I'm not even 
jealous. I hope I'm a civilized person. I realize that 
these things happen! 

There was relief in Jim's voice as he answered. 
"Ed, I’ll be frank. I figured you'd go off your nut 
when you learned Emma wanted a divorce, and was 
going to marry me. I was a little dreading this hunt- 
ing trip of ours! ” 

I chuckled, nudging him with an elbow. "Just 
between the two of us, I've had my eye on a cute 
little redhead for some time. Don't tell Emma, 
now . . 

Joking and laughing, we took the long, steep 
climb up to my hunting lodge. The car nosed its 
way up the mountain easily. Jim and I had made 
this trip often; now, though, Jim Trenton was mak- 
ing it for the last time. Oh, I was in no danger. I 
knew what I would do. The law would never pin 
this murder on me! 


I shot him three times, pumping the trigger sav- 
agely. I caught him before he could fall and lifted 
the dead body to my shoulder in a fireman's hitch. 
I felt his limp left hand bang against my wrist, slide 
away, then slide back. I laughed. "They'll never get 
me for this, Jim. Where you're going, nobody will 
ever find you. And without a body to prove that 
you're really dead, the State can whistle for a con- 
viction and never get it!" 


It was a quick walk, even burdened down as I 
was. Half a mile from my cabin, there was a quick- 
sand bog. The natives said it had no bottom. I 
wouldn't swear to that, but it was deep. So deep no- 
body could drag it for a body! 


I lost my balance. I fell forward! Like a stunning 
blow, I realized that I had thrown Jim's dead body— 
and followed it myself! Jim was under me, clinging 
to me with a hand— a hand tight- wrapped around 
my wrist! Now the quicksand was pulling at me, 
trying to drag me under! Keep your head, I told my- 
self. You can squirm free 1 Just don't panic! 


And then— I screamed! Jim's hand, where it was 
dosed on my wrist, had tightened in rigor mortis! 
His fingers were clamped like a steel vise on my 
flesh! I tried to free myself, to break those fingers, 
fought to open that hand, and could not! 


I was anchored to a dead man! His dead weight 
was dragging me down faster, faster! He would not 
let me go! He was dragging me down with him , 
into the grave I had prepared for him. I was scream- 
ing as the sand crept into my mouth, dogging it . . . 
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OF THE HAUNT Of FEAR/ \ COOK AFTER ALL THE OTHER 
tf. C i U v« NTS 0F MV H0RRI8 ^- E ABODE, AND EACH ISSUE, 
VAMPIRES TALES AB0UT THEM - THE WEREWOLVES ...THE 
nu _J H !S TIME.MY jftORY CONCERNS A MUMMY.. .A MUMMY 
OVER FOUR THOUSAND YEARS OLD ! THIS TALE,1 CALL' 

MUMMY'S 

■■nif 




BUT, OH WISE KING, SHE 
LOVES ANOTHER YOUNG 
FAMU, THE COURIER 


FAIR NIRRAH, DAUGHTER OF 
THE HIGH PRIEST' LONG 
HAVE I ADMIRED HER 
BEAUTY... 


AND WHOM HAVE YOU 
CHOSEN, EXHALTED ONE' 


The jealous king'khufu sent for 

TWO SOLDIERS... 


IS THIS TRUE ? THEN FAMU SHALL BE 
DEALT WITH ! WHAT l WANT, I 
OBTAIN AT ANY COST... 


FAMU WILL TAKE A MESSAGE, 
DISPATCHED BY ME, TO THE 
PYRAMIDS' YOU WILL STOP 
HIM ON HIS WAY... 


... AND TAKE HIM TO THE ROYAL CRYPTf 
THERE, YOU WILL WRAP HIM IN THE 
CEREMONIAL DEATH CLOTHS, AND 
PLACE HIM IN THE CASE YOU WILL 

FIND THERE/ y 


The SOLDIERS LEFT ON their MISSION of EVIL? mean- 
while, FAMU WAS SAYING GOOD-BYE TO THE FAIR NIRRAH. 


REMEMBER ? I DO NOT WANT HIS] 
BLOOD ON MY HANDS' I WANT 
HIM BURIED... ALIVE' J 


OH MIGHTY KING! 


MY HEART WILL 
BE WITH YOU, 
DEAR FAMU? 


I LEAVE TONIGHT... FOR THE PYRAMIDS ! 
1 CARRY A MESSAGE TO THE SLAVE - 
LEADER, FROM THE KING ' 





Unaware that he would never see his beloved 

NIRRAH AGAIN, FAMU BIO HER 6000-BYE AND START 
ON HIS TRIP? AS HE NEARED THE SITE UalAKr 


II KHM In L °i«n S S FAM ° INT0 THE R0YAL TOMB <* 


KING KHUFU... AND, OVERPOWERING HImI BEGAN TO WRAp" 
HIM IN THE WINDINGS OF A MUMMY... 


OF THE PYRAMIDS. 


I AM ' WHAT 
MEANS THIS?; 


STOP ' THIS IS MADNESS ! 


SILENCE, DOOMED 
ONE ' 


Yhe.struggling 


OF THE YOUNG COURIER SOON 
WRAPPINGS RENDERED HIM IMMOBILE. 


And so... their foul 


MISSION completed... the two men 

^m T m T y H c E a U s N e F0RTUNATE famuto suffocate inthe' 


HELP ME PLACE HIM IN 
THE SARCOPHAGUS, 
LIKUH... 


COME.MIFAKf 


LET US LEAVE 
THIS HORRID 
PLACE, LIKUH' 


In THE WEEKS THAT FOLLOWED, KING 
khufu Convinced nirrah that famu 

HAD LEFT HER ... 


In THE SPACE i 


: OF A YEAR, EGYPT HAD 

AN HEIR TO THE THRONE, AND NIRRAH 1 * 
USE TO KING KHUFU WAS AT AN END... | 


BROKEN NIRRAH WAS FORCED TO 
MARRY THE KING... 


PERHAPS HE HAS FOUNO 
A NEW LOVE ...A GIRL OF 
A WANDERING TRIBE... J 


NO 'NO? 

I CANNOT 
BELIEVE IT? 


YOU MUST, NIRRAH, AS YOU WISH, 
FOR MINE... YOUR HIGH PRIEST 
FATHERS SAKE? J AND HONORED 
A I \ FATHER ? 



And then, one of the soldiers that helped murder 

FAMU, CONFESSED... | 

. I KNEW NOT WHO HE WAS ? SOB . 


The LONELY OUEEN LONGED NOW FOR FAMU AND THE LOVE 


OH, OUEEN 

THE KING HAD ORDERED AND Z . 
OBEYED f HE IS BURIED IN THE 


ROYALCRYF 


But nirrah pleaded? she hao heard of the prayer 

Var Tur DAiciMfi nF THF HEAD SHE WANTED IT ! 


The heartbroken nirrah ran to her father, the high 
priest and told him of the king's treachery... 


FOR THE RAISING OF 


OH, thank 
YOU, FATHER! 
THANK YOU! 


YOUR GRIEF IS MY GRIEF, NIRRAH MY 
CHILD? HERE ? TAKE THIS SCROLL? IT 
IS THE PRAYER YOU WANT.. A SECRET 
KNOWN ONLY TO THE' HIGH PRIESTS OF 
EGYPT FOR CENTURIES... A PRAYER TO 
BRING BACK THE DEAD ? 


PLEASE FATHER? YOU ARE WISE? 
YOU ARE ALL-POWERFUL? HELP M 
BRING FAMU BACK TOME? 


I CANNOT, 
DAUGHTER?!. 
CANNOT? 


And so, king khufu sent his dagger 

INTO NIRRAH'S BACK. ..AND SEALED OFF 
'THE TOMB-FOREVER? INSIDE, FAMU 
STOOD IN HIS MUMMY CASE AND NIRRAH 


Nirrah rushed to the tomb... and... 

KNEELING BEFORE THE SARCOPHAGUS, 
BEGAN TO RECITE THE PRAYER... 


But BEFORE SHE COULD FINISH. 


SHE KNOWS? SHE 


LAY AT HIS FEET... THE PRAYER 
CLUTCHED IN HER HAND... 







The tomb remained sealed for over four thousand 

YEARS, UNTIL IT WAS DISCOVERED BY AN EXPEDITION 
FROM THE BRITISH MUSEUM f 


X AM THRILLED, TOM < BEING F 
AS A TRANSLATOR FOR THE 
EXPEDITION WAS A STROKE 
v OF LUCK FOR ME .' 


AND FOR ME, NINA! 
OR ELSE I WOULD 
HAVE NEVER MET 


THIS OUGHT TO GIVE YOU A 
THRILL, NINA.' AFTER ALL... 
YOU'RE A DIRECT DESCEND- 
ENT OF KING KHUFU f 


But to carl bronson. 


U( YES, TOM' IT'S 
"“BEEN A WONDER- 
FUL ADVENTURE. 
JUST WONDERFUL' 


The PARTY BEGAN TO EXPLORE THE 
TOMB ... AND W HEN THE ROOM WHERE 
FAMU ANO NIRRAH WERE BURIED WAS 


.ANOTHER 

MEMBER OF THE EXPEDITION , ALL 
WAS AW A WONDERFUL ADVENTURED 


; HE'LL NEVER HAVE HER • SHE'S. 
L^_. ' MINE... NOT HIS ' 


THAT’S STRANGE' 
LOOK 'A SKELETON! 


'WHAT'S THAT PARCHMENT' 
CLUTCHED IN ITS 
1 BONY HAND? J 


IT'S... IT'S A PAPYRUS. 
WITH HIEROGLYPHICS 


WHAT DOES IT SAY 


IT'S A PRAYER 'FOR W POPPY- 


THE RAISING OF 
_ THE DEAD 




I'M GOING TO TRANSLATE 
THIS SCROLL TONIGHT, TOM! 


f M HARDLY DETERIORATED, TOO^ 


AS SHE HEAD AND 


And so, that night, when all was 

STILL IN THE CAMP, NINA MADE HER 


"cASE BEHIND HER SLOWLY MQVEO-UNCROSSING FIRST 


I MUMMY. STANDING IN ITS 
ONE ARM. THEN ANOTHER . 


WAY TO THE SECRET ROOM AND BEGAN 
TO TRANSLATE THE MYSTERIOUS 


Meanwhile, outside the tomb. 


As NtNA BEGAN TO UNDERSTAND TEC 
MEANING OF THE PRAYER. THE MUM- 
>W. , S ARMS EXTENDED TOWARD HER. 


| A STEP TOWARD. 


IF I CAN'T HAVE HER ...NO ONE 

will' i'll KILL her first f A 


;the dead, before whom i 

; HE STANDS, SHALL RETURN, 
l TO LIFE AND.. 


AND WHEN THIS SCROLL 
IS READ BY A HIGH- 
PRIEST OR ANYONE IN 
HIS BLOOD LINE 





NINA' YOU KNOW 1 LOVE 


I NEVER CAVE YOU ANY/ ALL RIGHT 
INDICATION THAT I { IF THAT'S 
CARED FOR YOU 'IT'S THE WAY 
TOM I LOVE... 1 YOU FEEL.. 


YOU' TOM ISN'T FOR 
YOU' X SHOULD BE 
THE ONE YOU MARRY! 
TELL ME ... TELL ME 
YOU LOVE ME ' 


FAINTED ..AND LUCKILY' FOR SHE NEVER SAW WHAT 


EITHER' I'LL... I'LL KILL YOU FIRST 
BEFORE I LET HIM PUT HIS 
^FILTHY PAWS UPON YOU... 


nor /vc.' NO' ™ KEEP AWAY' 


The mummy... arms extended... moveo toward carl. 

CLOSER... CLOSER... ANOTHEN... 


When tom arrived upon the scene ,nina was coming to. 


HE... HE'S DEAD, NINA ' AND... 
WHAT'S THAT ALLOVER HIM? 
IT LOOKS LIKE DUST... AND... 
. MUMMY WR APPINGS ' 


LOOK, TOM' THE 
MUMMY CASE' IT'S 
EMPTY f ^ 


And THAT'S THE STORY, OE*R READER ' DlO 
YOU LIKE IT ? WRITE AND TELL ME WHAT YOU 
THINK OF MY MAGAZINE' MY ADDRESS IS: 

THE OLD WITCH, THE HAUNT OF FEAR, DEPT 16, 
225 LAFAYETTE ST. N.Y.C I2.N.Y. ? 



steerhide 
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Say, pardner-No two-fisted, two-gun cowboy 
ever had a fancier pair of shootin' irons than 


rear kdockouis; uu»> »»»• — - — . , 

repeaters— with ivory color pistol grips. Lots 
of fancy figures and 'jewels’ on the grips, too 
. . . just like a real cowboy’s gun. And you ve 
never seep such snappy-looking holsters. 
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on it in RAISED SOLID BRASS AND 
NICKELED LETTERS! But that* not al ! 
2-gun belt has simulated jewels, silvery bul- 
lets, 2 border patrol stars, 2 sheriff badges, 
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could have your own favorite pic- 
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your wish come true. Just to 
will make you a handsome, silk finish 
»d in a rich, gold-tooled frame with glas- 
ling easel back for only 19c each for the 
plus cost of mailing. Hundreds of thou- 
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picture or negative) with the 
to include tlic color of hair, 
eves and clothing for complete information on having your 
enlargement beautifully colored in life-like oils. SEND NO 
MONEY! Just mail coupon to us today. Include all infor- 
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